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leaped to their saddles and were gone, still shouting their
wild song.

Several times within the next hour the scene was re-
peated, new parties rode up, took their orders, and gal-
loped away.

The camp lay again in comparative silence when the
hejin flock, superb bait for our trap, ambled off to the
pastures, led by the little boy perched without saddle on
a camel's rump, and followed only by the old driver,
high-mounted on a saddled beast, beneath the waning
stars, with his cloak swathed around him, like one of the
Three Magi.

Mitkhal and I, accompanied only by Mansour and the
twenty men of our sheik's body-guard, galloped after
the camels a half hour later, then detoured south, to come
in at the rear of one of our already ambushed bands.

I rode a small bay mare, swift but less high-spirited
than my white, and easier to control. At my belt were
short dagger and automatic, in addition to the rifle slung
on my back, but Mitkhal had made me promise to keep
absolutely out of any hand-to-hand fighting that might
occur. Many Bedouins still use the long, curved scimitar
in mounted combat, with pistol in the left hand, control-
ling their horses by swaying of the body and pressure of
the knees, a game which no unskilled novice like myself
could play. The best fighters among our own men, about
a third, including Mitkhal himself, carried swords. To
save anticlimax, I had better say now that there was no
hand-to-hand work in this foray, though we had some
gun-fighting and more than a bellyful of other adven-
ture before it ended.

At dawn, which came quickly, we were screened be-